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ing present was the only money he had. It was hardly enough to
start a business with. So after thinking things over he decided to
become an oil peddler, since he knew something of the business
and was acquainted with the millowners. He bought himself the
necessary outfit and deposited the rest of his money with one of
the mills.
Now the millowner knew Chu Chung to be an honest man and
he knew the circumstances that had led to his disgrace. He was
sympathetic and decided to do what he could to help the young
peddler. He gave him the best quality oil at the lowest price
and measured it out in a manner to give him the advantage. This
in turn made it possible for Chu Chung to treat his customers in
like manner, so that he had no difficulty in disposing of his load
with a nice profit at the end of the day. As he lived frugally and
practiced thrift in everything, he was able to save something and
buy himself some clothes and necessary household articles. The
only thing that preoccupied his mind was that he had not been
able to find his father. "I must change my name back to Chin
Chung," he said to himself, "so as to make it possible for my
father to find me."
Now when a man of position wants to resume his original name,
he has to present a petition to the Board of Rites and other ap-
propriate authorities so that his action becomes a matter of public
record. How was a humble oil peddler to let the world know that
he had changed his name? Well, Chu Chung solved this problem
in a very simple manner. He simply wrote on one side of his oil
barrel the word "Chin" and on the other side the word "Pienliang,"
so that people would know at a glance who he was. And indeed the
fact that he had resumed his own name soon became known over
Linan and people began to refer to him as Chin the oil peddler.
It was the second month, when the weather was neither too cold
nor too warm at Hangchou. Hearing that the monks at the Chao
Ching" Temple were about to hold a nine-day service and con-
cluding that they must need more oil than usual, Chin Chung
went thither with his barrels. The monks had heard of him as a
peddler whose price was reasonable and whose oil was of the finest